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 I am leaving Ames earlier than usual because I didn’t have to babysit; 
so as soon as class is over, I am headed home. My mom said she is glad I am 
getting an earlier start because heaven forbid I drive in the dark. I am twenty 
years old and she still isn’t a fan of  me driving past eight o’clock.
As I am cruising along Highway 35, listening to my music way too loud, I 
find myself  coming to an abrupt stop. And when I say abrupt, I mean it. 
I feel the seat belt pull tighter and swear I see the man in the car behind 
me mouth “oh shit” as he is about to rear-end me. It was almost like that 
millisecond when you are sure you are going to die when you lean back in 
your chair a little too far.  I couldn’t see what was going on, but within a few 
short minutes I saw at least six cops. After several minutes of  waiting, I turn 
down the radio to see if  I can hear anything, but there’s nothing. The vehicles 
in front of  me slowly start taking off. Twenty-two cops, two ambulances, 
and a fire truck later, I still don’t see any body parts or parts of  a crashed 
vehicle. I am continuing on my journey home and have no idea what all the 
emergency vehicles were for.
 Giving my awesome singing voice a rest, I decide call my friend who 
is in Colorado and tell her what I just almost witnessed. I tell her that I’ve 
just seen a bunch of  cops, but never saw any sign of  an accident. A few 
minutes into the conversation, I hear a faint dinging noise. I almost don’t 
notice it because I am so involved in my phone conversation. I tell her to 
hold on and realize that my dash says “Tire Pressure Low. Needs Air.” At 
first I think, “Dang G6, you are high tech,” then realize that I probably 
should exit right away. When I pull into a gas station, I get out of  my car and 
see that my tire is almost completely flat. I slowly find my way to the thing to 
air it up, but realize that air is coming out faster than I am putting it in. There 
is a huge hole in my tire. Well, I’m being dramatic. It is probably the size of  
a screw, which could have come from the possible accident I had to drive 
through.
 “Shit. What do I do now?” I ask myself. I get on the phone to call my 
dad when a kid who is probably just a couple years younger than me comes 
up.
 Do you need help?” he asks. I politely tell him no and that I can 
change a tire by myself. I’ve done it a million times because my dad insisted 
that I learn on every vehicle at our house—the lawnmower, the boat trailer, 
and the four-wheeler. I probably learned on a car too, but that seems 
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